Besides this Bishop's knot of Bishop Valentine.

But, oh! what ails the sun, that here he stays

Longer to-day than other days ?   .

Stays he new light from these to get ?

And finding here such stars is loth to set ?

And why do you two walk

So slowly pac'd in this procession ?

Is all your care but to be look'd upon.

And be to others spectacle and talk ?

The feast with gluttonous delays

Is eaten, and too long their meat they praise.

The masquers come late, and I think will stay,

Like Fairies, till the cock crow them away.

Alas ! did not Antiquity assign

A night as weU as day to thee, old Valentine ?

They did, and night is come; and yet we see

Formalities retarding thee.

What mean these ladies, which (as though

They were to take a clock in pieces) go

So nicely about the bride ?

A bride, before a good-night could be said,

Should vanish from her clothes into her bed,

As souls from bodies steal, and are not spy'd.
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